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Announces
CLETTERS BY

“Crucible Island”
N Crucible Island, which be further de-
scribes as “a romance, an adventure
an experiment,” Conde B. Pullen has
uhmad a work of fletion econtaining
something of the flavor of a Zeada story
and a Crusoe tlh which is, at the same
time, & bald critcism of Socialism. A So-
cialist plotter, one Carl Runler, is eaught
at his wdt is brought before the
i Unterwald for sentence.
When the prince asks the prisoner, if the
conditions were reversed and the prines
stood in his plase, “What would you do
with me?” Runder promptly replies:
“Exeeute you or inearcerate you for life”
Whereupon the prince sentences Runder
to transportation to Schlectland for life.
Schleetland, it appears, is an island that
was selected yaarsnsobythechief powers
of Europe as a penal settlement for men
and women convieted of conspiracies
against the state. With a humor no one
ever eredited to any CGovernment, these
European powers agreed amorg them-
selves that on this island, in a mountain
ringed valley completely shut off from the
world, the conviets should live as Social-
ists under a Socialistis government. This
eondition of things had been guing on for
years when Carl Runder was thrust into
the Spielgarten, as the eoleny wus called.
At first it seemed to be a dream of delight
to live according to the principles of So-
cialism he had preached for so leng. But
presently the dull, deadly mediverity of
the life not onfy created but insisted upon
by the State aroused his antagonism. In
addition to this Carl had fal'len in love
with Mina Clausen, but as the State did
its own mating it was willed that Mina
should go elsewhere as an official wife.

This set Carl to seeking an mvenue of
esaupe for Mina, her father, Denis Me-
Carthy, and himself, and th~ chapters de-
voted to this part of Runder’s experiences
have the real thrill of romanee in them.
Mr. Pallen looks at Socialisi, we should
say;, from one villwpoint, and that a rather
narrow one as we understan’ that politi-
eal and social Taith. But this aside, he
has written a decidedly interesting story
based on the prineiple that Jike enves like,

one
and
of

CHUCIBLE ISLAND. A Romanre, an Ad-
venture and an Experiment. By Coxpi B.
PaLies. Now York: The Manhattanville
Fross,

Book “Reviewers’ "’ Books

By GEORGE GORDON.
ONG ago—in the middle 1890s, to

+ he exact—the mmperta le Max
Beerbohm, who had annoyed the literal
minded penmen of the time by writing,
wisely and well, In Defence of Cosmetics,
answering his accusers, pointed out that
whereas he thought it beneath the dignity
of an author to kick his crities, he must,
&e.; and thercupon proceeded, ever so
eunningly, to tear them limb from limb.
It was a eruel business—and easy; for
let a man onee take to reviewing and
soon or late you may prove him a fcol out
of his own month.

A case in point: Under the somewhat
shabby heading, The Day's Pest Book, the
Richmond News-Leader goes to all lengths
to prove my latest indiscretion the worst
possible book that, under the cirenm-
stanees, could have been written coneern-
ing The Men Who Make Our Novels:
“Mr. Gordon 13 not only arrogant, but
supercilious, and waves aside a patient
eareer with a few sentences or else, with
a quotation, attempts to summarize a
life's work. . He has all the
faults disclosed by Grant M Overton.

: It may be true that America
hah few great nm‘élmts, men or women,
but those she has are honest, painstaking
workers at their craft—and brilliant,
Heaven knows, by contrast with the two
men who, in this series, have written of
them with impudent egotism,” &e. Yet
in the same review, referring to & baker's
dozen of the movelists with whom I deal
in the later chapters of my beok, this
same reviewer says that T have “had to
go out into the Righways and hedges and
compel them to come m and fill the eom-
pass of my pages,” for some that I in-
clude “are a-mrﬂh known, even in trade
eatalogues or among the phouls of re-
mainder sales.” Arrogant? Supercilious?
Waving aside a patient eareer with a sen-
tence? Ye gods! Yet this glass encased
Virginian has the nerve to bid me go and
read Henry Sydnor Harrison! It is &p-
parently what he has been dsing.

All of which, friendship uside, proves
that your reviewer is a very negligible
person.

I persist in book reviewing, hoping
sgainst despair; yet I have not, in I dare
mot say how long, met, between the eovers

HUGH WALPOLE in AMERICA

Mr. Walpole may reach this

+ country next month and his London
_Letters will be followed, without in-
terruption, by a number of American
Letters recording his impressions of
literary affairs in the United States.

of a book, so sensible a person as the late
Miss Edith Sichel, some time reviewer for
the London Times. Her New and Cld—
extracts from letters, character sketches of
the various differing folk she encountered
in her philanthropic work among the poor
in the East End of London, articles from
the Pilot, all prefaced with am instructive
and entertaining memoir by Prof. A. C.
Bradley—is worthy all attention, is in
very truth, “the day's best book” for those
who are interested in the art of econver-
gation in England and Franee, the letters
of Saint Catherine of Siena, the beginnings
of the feud between Queens Klizabeth and
Mary Stuart; for all those who bave any
curiosity concerning the ecurt of King
Louis XL or the friends and sequaintances
of Rousseau and Voltsire.

Miss Sichel published a novel as early
as 1803, and as late as 1911 a life of
Michel de Montaigne, wilk *hrough the
years .between two volumes vn Catherine
de Medici, two others on the Fremch
Rennissanee, and still another on the
household of Lafayette.

And she wrote well. (a.ual quotation
is unfair—TI know : it has been used against
me—and proves very little; vet if yon re-
fuse to take my word? . . . “The
French are exeellent administrators, con-
noisseurs of detail, but bad gzovernors
and ineapable of measuring big jssues.”
Written in 1902, time adds ever mew
weight to the truth of her observation.
And elsewhere regnrding th: French point
of view: “In France ‘Nature' has, before
all else, meant the sponiansous relations
of man and woman. In Encland Nature
has first meant the fuce of the universe and
the spirit that it breathes upon ns. Rabe-
Inis and Montaigne looked frankly at the
sexes and problems they create; Bacon
devoted himself to probing *he seerets of
the earth. For us no Flaubert; for them
no Lake Sehool. Unliamp ral by convie-
tion of sin, the French are natural, and
look upon as natural the ha!f of what we
regard as moral, thereby cansing misap-
prehensions that obseure main issues and
falsify values of conduet. At this moment
England is rediscovering what France has
always known—that impropriety and im-
morality are not identical and that Nature
has her say in such things; is rediseover-
ing Nature, in short, with much elatter
from novelists and mueh scelamation of
the ballet and the enlt of the body—too
much fuss about an obvious matter? And
France, it would seem from the books be-
fore us, has lately awakened to the simple
sense of earth and 'ﬂrv and what they
bring to us. . .

Miss Sichel not onll wrote, zell—I might
quote many a fitting phrase—she was sane
above the ordinary and yet a
book reviewer. Could uny surprise be
more pleasant?

NEW AND OLD. By Eorra Sieaxt. E. P.
Dutton & Co.

OBERT W CHAMBERS has the plot

for a new exeitator in the mystery
of George H. Doran's oprivate office.
Everybody who visits the sixth floor of
244 Madison avenue ‘supposes the pub-
lisher to be lurkigg in the large corner
room ocenpied by Eugene F. Saxton. As
n matter of faet, Mr. Doran is bard by

the elevator. Stepping from the lift, you -

turn sharply to the right in the gloom

and press & concealed button in the wood ,

panelling or rap three times or somé-
thing. Be careful the girl at the switch-
board does mot give the alarm, thus
enabling Mr, Doran to weupe.

Herz Come the Fairies !
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.
NATOLE France in his introduetion
to his fairy story, Honey-Bee,
says: “I have a pretty little neighbor of
nine whose library I examined the other
day. I found many books on the miero-
seope and the zoophytes, as well as several
scientifie story books. One of these I
opened at the following lines: ‘The eut-
tle fish Sepia Officinalis is a cephalopodie
molluse whose body includes a spongy
organ eontsining a ehylaqueous fluid sat-
urated with earbonate of lime' My
pretiy little neighbor finds this story very.
I beg of her, unless she
wishes me to die of mortification, never
to read the story of Homey-Bee.”
It is thus that the gentls Anatole regis-
mhumtmptfwtbopudym
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The art of faneiful and fantastie
to children about the material wuniverse

:

should be imposed on parents by the
State with the rigor of a tax law. In the
Parfeet State (or even in the Almost Per-
feet State of Mr. Marquis’ a child that
reaches ifs tenth yesr and denies the ex-
istenee of Santa Claus should, to our way
of thinking, be gently put to death as an
alheist,uulitlpuu: ts should be sen-
tenced to chant for the rest of their
waking hours the complete works and

speeches of William Jennings
board a beerless submarine. Compulsory
stupidity should be the penalty for bring-
ing up ehildren with s reverence for the
truth.
Fnrystoneseommdmﬂahthbonk
renewm Scholars and “eritical record-
ers” from the four winds of the colossal
inkpot of the world chroniele and enlarge

%’

on the rise and fall of the various “liter-
ary movements” “whools)” “euits’ and
what not. The epie has its day, passes
into a “romantic movement,” sublimes
mto Inturalum, wmbohm, !:umntihr-

gtars, Man, blows through the bars of
senses into the Empyrean, trlw,lhng'tﬂl
ro;:‘ravlyonthehmhn'mgof

In fairy tomes Happiness always
mpbuomPamlndLanomDspnr
It is so in Keats's matehless St Agnes”
Eve and in the simplest fairy story for
the four-vear-old. Great fai
ghould be a tremendous satire on buman
reason, on thé constitution of the universe,
on the fatality of law. They are the
theology of Hope. They are earnivals of
freedom given in the dungeoms of the
Bastile of Circumstanee :

The Enchanled Island is the latest. It
is & fairy tale of love and adventure by
Fannie Louise Apjohn. The old machinery
is there, but the old machinery of love
awaits every lover and sweetheart, and
they believe it was all made afresh for
them. All fairy stories are sabsolutely
new, Mrs. Apjoln’s story is simplicity
iteelf. The Blessed Isle, with the good
Prines Daimur; the Isle of Despair pre-
sided over by the Magician of Eyil; the
combat between the two, with the tFumph
of—whom? Sh—b—h! We daren't tell,
only you know it wasn't the Magieian of
Despair that was the Jack Dempsey of
that combat in that never-never * archi-

It is a beantiful thing to resign your
reason, your eritieal faculties, your three-
dimensioned taetility and your mental
dignity to pure fantastic bosh. You feel
like erying “Humbug, be thou my guide!”
“Hocus-Poens, be thou my beaven!™ Oh,
for a magie broom that would sweep all
the analytieal, socio-politico-realistie fie-
tion into the office of the New Republic
-ﬂutnm]dclnrtham&rﬂn
Fairies!

The Enchanted Island ongit to be
read by every boy and girl and most of
those who have not yet grown up to their
boyhood and girlhood.

THE ENCHANTED ISLAND. By Fas-
wim Lovise Arjoux, E. P, Dutton & Co.

E

) Harry Esty Dounce of Books

and - the Book World and Tmm
Soxpar Sux readers of these pages are
indebted for the numbers of Books and
the Book World during July; snd per-
haps the noblest manifestation of his
nature was a front page last Sunday
M Golden Days, enthusisstically writ- -
ten while another was enjoving them.

“The Best-Selling Beok in the United States,”
s0 all the booksellers report for March, April, May and June,

The Four

Horsemen

of the Apocalypse

By VICENTE BLASCO IBANEZ

BLASCO IBANEZ draws his pictures on a great canvas and has produced in this
marvellous literature.

bock one of the greatest

picturer in

panoramic pict
ltunm-bu&:nﬂmmmuhﬂmudnd
| ponder its thrilling, absorbing story.

Other Great Novels by BLASCO IBANEZ are:—

The Shadow of the Cathedral
Blood and Sand (Sangre y Arena)
La Bodega (The Fruit of the Vine)
Mare Nostrum (Our Sea)

This wonderful epic of the

to “The Four

the Mediterranesn, a companion
Horsemen of the Apocalypse,” will be ready the fifteenth of August.
Price, per volume, $1.90, postage exira.

QOrder of your own
Bookseller or from

E. P. Dutton & Co.

1 P, Aren,




